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really her friend the contents of the letter will interest you
both. May I count on your giving it to her?'
'Yes, sir/ I answered, con my honour.'
With a heart full of misgiving I repeated to Henriette
what M. d'Antoine had said 5 at the same time I gave her
the letter. She read it attentively, but with visible emotion.
"My friend,5 she said, 'you must not be hurt if I do not
show you this letter; the honour of two families is at stake.
I shall have to receive this M. d'Antoine, who says he is a
relation of mine.'
'This then,' cried I, 'is the beginning of the end! Why
did I ever let that wretched Dubois into the house ?'
'You must trust me!' said she. *M. d'Antoine knows
all my affairs; he is an honest man, he will do nothing
except by my consent. Still, my dearest, circumstances may
occur, we may be forced to consider a separation as a
prudential measure, and you must strengthen me in my
resolve, if necessary. But trust me to take care of the
portion of happiness fate has given me in you—to do my
best to make it last.'
I obeyed her, but from that moment a touch of sadness
began to enter into the quality of our love, and melancholy
is fatal to love. Often we sat opposite each other for hours
without speaking, and could not conceal the sighs that
toould come.
I followed her instructions exactly, and when M. d'An-
toine arrived next day, withdrew to my room on the pre-
tence of letters to write; but my door remained open, and
I could see them both reflected in the mirror over my
chimney-piece. They were together for six hours, writing
and talking, but as I could not hear what they said, I suf-
fered tortures!
As soon as the terrible d'Antoine had done my beloved
Henriette came to me.
'My friend, can we leave here to-morrow?'
'Good heavens! yes, we can do whatever you say we
must; but where shall I take you?'

